FIRST HORROR-FYING ISSUE! 




r GOOD LORD. . . CAN'T ^ 
THEY SEE I'M AL/VE...NOT 
A WAX DUMMY? I'M FLESH AND 
BLOOD... PLEASE SOMEONE, ^ 
^ HELPME... .Jl 


.. .AND HERE WE SEE THE STRETCH-RACK, ONE 
OF THE MOST DIABOLICAL INSTRUMENTS OF ^ 
MEDIEVAL TORTURE EVER 

CONCEIVED' WATCH THE Ml 'W.M BB 
ACTION OF THE RACK 

UPON THE WAX DUMMY lflf * V VI Si; 

WHEN I PUT THIS — fe 1 /TjWML H 

MECHANICAL DISPLAY BM\ 

INTO OPERATION' ^|W 1 ; / 




/ X - / 

U| r 
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Ah. WE MEET AGAIN, DEAR READER.' HEH.HEH, HE H. ..WELCOME. ..WELCOME ONCE MORE TO THE VAULT OF 
HORROR' THIS TIME I HAVE BROUGHT OUT A SPECIAL STORY FOR YOU THAT WILL CHILL THE BLOOD IN YOUR 
VEINS. ..AND PERHAPS MAKE YOU STOP AND WONDER A MOMENT WHEN NEXT YOU MEET YOUR BEST 




NOW, LET’S SEE 
OUR STORY OPENS 
IN PARIS IN THE 
MIDDLE 1930’S f 
IN A SQUALID 
DWELLING ON 
THE LEFT BANK, 
WE FIND TWO 
STRUGGLING 
YOUNG ARTISTS. 









Henry immediately left raris and moved to lonoon. 

ALREAOY HIS NAME HAD PRECEEDED HIM AND WITH EVERY 



But one day, there came a shocking realization... 








THE MONEY DOES 
► NOT MATTER. 

I WILL ACCEPT 
YOUR PROPOSAL 
r ON TWO - 
CONDITIONS' ] 
. FIRST... A 


I VE FOUND ANOTHER GENIUS* I MIGHT BE ABLE TO 
CAPITALIZE ON HIU AS I DIO WITH ROBERT' THE STUPID 
PUBLIC WOULD PAY A GREAT DEAL TO SEE SUCH STATUES OF 
FAMOUS PEOPLE. YES ? A MUSEUM ? NOW IF VENDETTE 
WILL ONLY COOPERATE . 


JULES, I HAVE A PROPOSITION FOR ^ 
YOU' I WANT TO OPEN A MUSEUM... * 
A MUSEUM THAT WILL HOUSE YOUR 
WAX STATUES OF FAMOUS PEOPLE.' 
ARE YOU INTERESTED ? I COULD 
PAY YOU WELL , MY FRIEND .. . 


Henry's museum opened, and art 

CRITICS WERE ASTOUNDED BY THE 
REALISTIC QUALITY OF THE WAX 
FIGURES.. . 


HENRY, OLD BOY, 
YOU'VE DONE IT 
AGAIN.' FIRST, 
YOUR ETCHINGS. 
AND NOW 

THIS.' 


YOU'VE SURPASSED 
YOURSELF, HENRY.' 

IT’S SIMPLY 
INCREDIBLE HOW 1 


ALL RIGHT, JULES 
IT'S A DEAL ! 


THAT l WILL BE ALLOWED TO 
WORK ALONE AND WITHOUT ANY 
INTERRUPTIONS ? SECONDLY, THAT 
I MAKE MY WAX STATUES ONLY 
OF FAMOUS PEOPLE WHO HAVE 
DIED? I LIKE TO THINK I AM 
GIVING THEM A NEW LIFE... 


ONLY OF FAMOUS 
PEOPLE WHO HAVE 
CUED ? HMM, I THINK 
IT WOULD STILL WORK ? 
YES? I'M SURE IT WILL ? 


Yes, FRIENDS, HENRY MS PROUO f THE FAME OF HIS WAX MUSEUM SPREAD LIKE 
WILDFIRE. WHENEVER A FAMOUS PERSONALITY DIED, HIS OR HER WAX REPLICA 
WOULD APPEAR IN THE MUSEUM A WEEK OR SO LATER. 


REACHED A POINT WHERE IT WAS 
CONSIDERED A‘M/$/"FOR ANY NOTE- 
ABLE WHO DIED, TO HAVE THEIR FAC- 
SIMILE APPEAR . 










A NO SO, FIENDS. ER, I MEAN, FRIENDS, THAT ENOS MY 
STORY f OH, AH... IN CASE YOU'RE WONDERING ABOUT THAT 
VAT OF ACID IT WASN'T' IT WAS SIMPLY WATER' 
ROBERT'S ACID- BATH TURNED OUT TO BE NOTHING MORE 
THAN A BATH.' LUCKY FOR HIM, OTHERWISE HE WOULD 
HAVE BEEN AWFULLY BURNED UP f OH, BY THE WAY, THE 
NEXT TIME YOU VISIT A WAX MUSEUM, DON'T LOOK AT 
THE PROPRIETOR TOO HARD. .. IT MIGHT BE ROBERT AND 
HE M/BHT LOSE FACE f HEH, HEH, HEH' I 'LL SEE YOU IN 
THE NEXT ISSUE WHERE I 
WILL HAVE ANOTWR TALE 
FROM... 

THE VAULT OF 



If YOU LIKE THE STORIES IN THIS BOOK, WONt YOU WRITE 
TO: RUSS COCHRAN, POB 469, WEST PLAINS, MO 65775? 
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• AH. ..a 
SOMEONE 
APPROACHES 


MOON. MAKING MY 
BLOOD BOIL' MAKING 
ME ...HUNGRY 'I AM NO 
MAN. ..NOT ANYMORE' 

. I AM... A BEAST ' ^ 


My NAME IS WALTER MALLORY. I AM AN ENGLISHMAN, AND UNTIL RECENTLY, THOUGHT MYSELF PERFECTLY 
SANE AND NORMAL. AND THEN, WHEN THOSE HORRIBLE CHANGES CAME OVER MY BODY, WHEN MY BLOOD 
HUNGERED TO KILL AND RAVEN IN THE FULL OF THE MOON, I BECAME PART OF. . . 


IT BEGAN IN A DEEP, DENSE WOOD, JUST OUTSIDE MALLORY 
DENE, CLOSE TO THE MOORS OF DEVON. I WAS NOT MYSELF? 
I WAS SOME SHAGGY, HAIRY MONSTER. . 




I LEAPED • WEAKLY, HE LOST HIS 
BALANCE AND PELL. A GROWL 
RUMBLED IN MY CHEST... 








My blooo chilled as z read on, unable to tear my 

EYES FROM THAT OLD VELLUM... 

* TVC FRST MALLORY WEREWOLF WAS EDMUND, WHO HAD 
> GONE ON A CRUSADE . WHEN HE RETURNED TO HIS 
BARONY, HE WAS CHANGED. AT THE FULL OF THE 



went forth from the caetle, 
a beast- like tbin£, full of hate 
and the lust to Kill/ Hie ‘weird 
crieg sent chiUg down the spine* 
0/ all who heard... 





Witt W^m^^sisaA i’tiA 










ThATNIGHT I WENT TO BED WITH A CLEAR CONSCIENCE. 
IE T ROAMEO THE MOONLIT MOORS AGAIN, THE POLICE 
WOULD SEE ME AND FIRE f BUT AS THE MOONLIGHT GREW 
STRONGER AND STRONGER, I FELT MY STRENGTH GROWING, 




AgAN I ROAMED THE FOREST. AGAIN A HUMAN FLED 
BEFORE ME.' WHAT HAD HAPPENED? WHY HAD THE 
POLICE NOT.. .KILLED ME? 


Again i floated up through dimly remembered 

HORROR, INTO THE LIGHT OF DAY... 



^ HE HAD THESE MANUSCRIPTS PREPARED BY AN 
EXPERT TO FOOL YOU. HE HOPED REMORSE WOULD 
OVERCOME YOU... WANTED YOU TO KILL YOURSELF' 
YOU SEE, YOU STAND TO INHERIT A CONSIDERABLE 
FORTUNE.' BY YOUR DEATH, HE WOULD HAVE BECOME 


IT WAS A MALEVOLENT PLAN, AND YET A SIMPLE ONEM 
IF YOU FAILED TO KILL YOURSELF, HE WAS IN A J 

POSITION TO ORDER YOU COMMITTED FOR INSANITY.^ 
BUT HE HAD TO GET RID OF THOSE BLACKMAILERS... 
AND WE CAUGHT HIM LEAVIN6 THE HOUSE LAST ■ 
NIGHT... FOLLOWED. ..AND COLLARED HIM. YOU’RE A A 
FREE MAN, WALTER MALLORY... 








FINGERS OF DEATH! 


His fingers relaxed and he felt the body 
sliding away from him, toward the floor. The 
throat had blue marks as a result of the 
strangling! At last he had done it . . . killed 
Montrose with his own hands! Now to get 
hold of that dazzling gold chain . the price- 
less piece he had wanted so much that he 
was willing to let it force him to MURDER! 

He whirled and faced the window, his 
mouth dropping open momentarily. Those 
blinding lights! Someone was driving into the 
alley, the headlights of the car exploding 
against his bloodshot eyes. He had to get out 
. they would find the body now in a matter 
of moments ... he must get as far away from 
the corpse as possible! The gold chain ... it 
would have to wait! He'd have to come back 
later when no one was around ... he couldn't 
risk being caught here, for there was murder 
in the balance! 

With a screwdriver he was able to pry open 
the heavy brass hinges of the mausoleum 
door! The door squealed open and he peered 
into the darkness beyond for a second before 
he slipped into the macabre stone-floored 
chamber. The funeral had taken place more 
than a week ago . . and he had time in the 



interim to sneak back to Montrose's house . 
go over it with a fine-toothed comb! But his 
search had been to no avail . . . the gold chain 
had been nowhere to be found! And then the 
truth had struck him . . that immensely valu- 
able chain ... it had probably been buried 
with Montrose! He would have it in his hands 
in a matter of moments just as soon as he 
was able to open the coffin, take it from be- 
side Montrose's cold cadaver! 

It was there in Montrose's folded hands! He 
could see its dazzling surface gleaming under 
the rays of the small lamp he had placed at 
the head of the coffin. Montrose’s hands held it 

. and he felt the perspiration forming on his 
forehead as he tried to pry it loose from those 
unyielding, icy fingers! He wrenched and 
pulled but still the fingers held firm! In des- 
peration, under the tiny flickering light, he 
was able to move the fingers slightly apart, 
and slipped the gold chain free! A leer formed 
on his face as he bent far forward under the 
light to examine the treasure he held at last! 
His face brushed against Montrose's skin . . . 
and he shuddered! And then he felt those fin- 
gers . the ones he had been able to pry 
apart . . . beginning to close again in death! 
Close inexorably . . close like a steel trap! 

With a gasp he tried to wrench free . . . they 
were closing tighter . . . tighter . . . around his 
own throat! He felt the icy tips digging into 
the soft flesh of his throat ... he struggled to 
free himself . . tore at the dead hands des- 
perately! But there was no resisting those 
hands . . . they were retightening in death . 
and he was being trapped by the very man 
he himself had strangled! A sob escaped from 
his lips . he felt a searing sensation in his 
lungs as he tried to gulp the air! And then 
everything was turning dark like a bulb that 
had been burnt out! And he was falling . 
falling . . . 


NEVER HAD TOM HAWKINS KNOWN SUCH FEAR BEFORE... NEVER HAD DEATH SEEMED SO 
TERRIBLY REAL AND CLOSE TO HIM AS IT DID THE NIGHT OF HIS TERRIBLE DREAMf HE HAD 
AWAKENED SHAKING WITH UNCONTROLLABLE DREAD OF THIS. . . 
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NlNE-THIRTY.IN THE OFFICE OF THE HAWKINS TOURIST 


COLONY ON ROUTE 6. 


WHAT GIVES, ANYWAY? JUST STARTING THE DAY. . . 
AND HITTING THE BOTTLE ALREADY? 


W-WHAT. WHO? 
OH... ITfc YOU, 
JIM' I THOUGHT 
IT MIGHT BE 
SOMEONE ELSE f 






YOU'RE SHAKING LIKE \ I* I DOWT 
A LEAF, TOM ? WHAT \ KNOW, 

IS IT? SOME TERRIBLE JIM! I HAW* 
ACCIDENT... HAS /THE FEEL- 
SOMETHING HAPPENED/ ING THAT 
TO YOU ? SPEAK UP'/ SOMETHING 



I WAS BUSY ALL DAY, IN THAT STRANGE DREAM OF 
MINE... BUT I COULDN'T GET THE THOUGHT OUT OF 
MY MIND THAT TRAGEDY WAS CLOSE BY... THAT THE 
MAN AND HIS WIFE WERE DOOMED TO SOME HORRIBLE 
FATE? 



Somehow.,, i 

BY SOME STRANGE 
POWER THAT CAN 
BE EXPLAINED 
ONLY BY THE 
VERY NATURE OF 
DREAMS. I WAS 
IN CABIN TEN 
THAT NIGHT? NOT 
IN THE FLESH, 

OF COURSE- NOT 
AS TOM HAW- 
KINS? MORE AS 
A HOVERING 
PRESENCE... A 
GHOST, YOU 
MIGHT SAY...* 


H-HE'S ASLEEP.. THAT'S THE 
ONLY TIME Z HAVE MY FREEDOM... 
WHEN HE'S ASLEEP? I'LL DRESS- 
ESCAPE FROM HIM? 




HE THINKS HE CAN KEEP ME A 
PRISONER, DOES HE? I’LL SHOW 
HIM— I'LL ESCAPE. ..AND THEN 
I CAN DO WHATEVER I PLEASE? 
NO ONE CAN STOP ME. ..ONCE 


With bated breath i watched 

THIS STRANGE STORY UNFOLD BE- 
FORE MY EYES? THE FRONT DOOR 
SWUNG OPEN ...THE GHOSTLY MOON- 
LIGHT CREPT INTO THE ROOM-" 







I FELT SICK. .. 
THIS APPARITION 
WHO HAD MATERI- 
ALIZED IN MY 
DREAM.. .THIS 
WILD WOMAN... 
HAD DESCENDED 
TO THE LEVEL OF 
THE PREDATORY 
BEASTS f SHE WAS 
A RAGING, SKULK- 
ING MONSTER? 

I TRIED TO LEAVE 
THE CABIN... BUT 
I, TOO, WAS A 
PRISONER?" 


I'LL ESCAPE YET? 
BACK THERE ...BACK TC 




GET INTO BED, EMILY... 

AND STAY THERE f WHEN 
THESE SPELLS COME OVER 
YOU. NOTHING IS SAFE? 
HEAVEN HELP US IF I 
DON'T GET YOU TO THE . 



YOU'VE GOTTEN TO THE 
STAGE WHERE ANYONE 
NEAR YOU IS IN DANGER... 
IN DANGER OF HAVING 
YOU SLASH THEIR THROATS 
GET INTO BED... WE'LL 










.YOU'VE BECOME A WILD ANIMAL... 
YOU SCRATCH AND SLASH LIKE A 
TRAPPED TIGRESS.* I'LL HAVE 
TO KILL YOU WITH MY OWN HANDS' 


"Right before my eyes. . . a horrible murder was 
BEING COMMITTED.' A WAVE OF NAUSEA PASSED OVER ME-.) 
I FELT FAINT. . . BUT MY EYES WERE RIVETED TO THE 
NIGHTMARE IN FRONT OF ME." 


I WAS HYP- 
NOTIZED AS I 
WATCHED THE 
TERRIBLE SCENE 


BEFORE MY 
AND THERE WAS 
NOTHING I COULD 
DO... I WASN'T 
EVEN THERE ! 

IT WAS NOTHING 
BUT AN AWFUL 
NIGHTMARE... 
AND I WAS 
TRAPPED IN IT.' 


"IT WAS AS IF THE MAN WAS TELLING ME 
THE REASON FOR THE TRAGEDY THAT HAD 

JUST OCCURRED." ^ — 

SHE’S BEEN A RAGING LUNATIC EVER SINCE THE 
ACCIDENT. .. KILLED EVERY ANIMAL CROSSING 
HER PATH... AND TRIED TO KILL HERSELF BY 
LEAPING INTO THE GRAVE WHERE THE BABY 
i« oilmen uiurururp cur u/ac ai okip npar 




AND THEN I WOKE UP, JIM 
FEELING CERTAIN THAT I HAD 
SEEN SOMETHING THAT WAS 
NEVER MEANT FOR MORTAL 

S' l-l 




What?! Hit the beaches for old EC, again?? You 
know It! Look out, you VAULT-VERMIN, ’cause Russ 
Cochran is going to reprint each 32-pg issue of 
VAULT, In chronological order, on a quarterly 
basis! This will replace the 64-pg line (referred to In 
this column, and our ads, as RCP VAULT, RCP 
CRYPT, etc.). Many of you beady-eyed readers 
know my first issue was numbered 12. Why? 
’Cause my mag was created from WAR AGAINST 
CRIME, which topped out with issue #11. 


I want to thank you for bringing back the 
old E C. Comics particularly TALES FROM 
THE CRYPT. HAUNT OF FEAR, and VAULT 
OF HORROR The scary and sarcastic 
overtones and gut-wrenching twists in each 
issue have a timeless quality I truly 
appreciate! 

I have some questions that I was hoping 
you could answer 

1 Has the E C. line been reprinted before 
your series or the Gladstone series? 

2. What is the possibility of putting 
together some new artwork and stories for a 
new series of CRYPT??? 

3. Is there still a " Fan-addict” club?? 

Samuel W. Kingston 
Sandy. UT 

1) Yes! East Coast Comix did 32-pagers 
some years ago— see Evan Lanctot’s let- 
ter this page. 

2) It’s possible, but I’d want the best. 
Wouldn’t YOU? 

3) I’m not running an official club no mo’, 
but there are bound to be wildcat opera- 
tions out there. How about it? Step for- 
ward and identify, you fan-addicts. 

— VK 

I love your "Tales from the Crypt" comics. 

I watch the series on HBO 
One thing I want to know is The Crypt 
Keepers book, does that have real comics in 
it? When did you first start making comics? 
Chris J. Mitchell 
Prince George, V A 

Well Chris, he stuffs a copy of his script 
in that book, with lines highlighted. See, 
he’s a DUMMY! 


Actually, just the cover art is pasted into 
the book for each show. These covers 
are drawn by Mike Vosberg. — VK 

First of all. I just picked up TALES FROM 
THE CRYPT #6. and the difference in the 
quality of reproduction was noticeable 
immediately, the colors jump out at you. and 
the blacks are not muddy like they were 
before. Although it seems strange to see 
EC's reprinted in the flexographic process, 
they do look better now than any previous 
form of reprint (and I have them all. even the 
East Coast ones of the 70 s). 

Although I possess many reprints, and a 
dozen originals. I had never seen the 
contents of this issue before, the CRIME 
SUSPENSTORIES issue was good, but the 
TALES issue was terrific! Davis. Evans. 
Kamen. and Ingels were all masters of their 
form, and as usual, they did not disappoint. 
Evan M. Lanctot 
Burlington. VT 

Thanks for the good words, Evan! I look 
even better in offset, and the Crypt- 
Keeper and the Old Witch needed all the 
help they could get! (Evan’s got East 
Coast Comix reprints, and you can have 
some, too! See our ad elsewhere in this 
issue.) — VK 

In the stores now (or available from us direct) are 
the first issues of NEW CRYPT, NEW WEIRO 
SCIENCE and NEW SHOCK. Out this month are 
NEW WEIRO FANTASY #1 and TWO-FISTED TALES 
#1. Coming next month: NEW HAUNT #1, NEW 
WEIRO S-F #1 and NEW CRIME #1! To be sure of 
getting every issue of every title, why not 
SUBSCRIBE?! 

Send letters of comment to: 

VAULT 

RUSS COCHRAN 
POB 469 

WEST PLAINS MO 65775 


THIS COMIC REPRINTS: 

VAULT OF HORROR ' 

“#12” (#1, 1950) 

"Portrait in Wax'" 

Johnny Craig 

The Werewolf Legend 

Harrison/Wood 

Horror in the Night 

Harvey Kurtzman 

"Terror Train" 

Al Feldstein 







■Lhe knife slashed down! These was a gasp 
then he straightened up and looked at 
the body of the paunchy circus owner, 
stretched there on the wooden floor one 
hand slowly relaxing from the canvas of the 
circus tent! He had done it ... he would have 
to look around the headquarters tent fast 
someone might come this way any minute! 

He was bent over the tin box when he 
heard the footsteps! He straightened up as if 
he had been wound tight . . . and his eyes nar- 
rowed when he saw the three shadows strid- 
ing toward the open flap of the tent! His heart 
raced ominously . . . he felt the skin on his 
neck prickle! Those roustabouts . . . they were 
headed here! He slipped the wad of bills into 
his pocket and looked around the tent in des- 
peration! He couldn't go out the front door of 
the tent . for they were sure to see him! And 
he would hang for the murder! There had to 
be another way out . . there MUST be an- 
other escape! 

And then his eyes noted the barred door at 
the opposite end of the tent! As if a cage had 
been backed up against the far end of the 
tent! That was how he would escape 
through that barred door! His hands fastened 
around the handles near the floor and he 
gave a sturdy yank the door lifted up un- 



der his weight! It was a matter of seconds be- 
fore he stepped beyond the door . . . released 
it and heard it slam shut behind him! Then he 
whirled, and peering between the bars, saw 
the three roustabouts pausing at the entrance 
to the tent! If he could remain here until they 
went away ... if he could remain hidden here 
behind the door, it would give him a little 
more time to think of how he was going to 
escape! 

There was a low snarl behind him and he 
whirled ..his eyes squinting into the darkness 
that surrounded him. His heart lurched inside 
him not more than ten feet from him he 
saw those fiery eyes boring straight into his 
own! Cat's eyes, he realized with a shudder! 
And his own eyes had become accustomed to 
the light enough for him to know what it was 
that faced him . . a snarling Panther! The fur 
at the back of its neck was rising stiff and 
straight . it was getting ready to spring at 
him! 

He whirled, his hands tearing at the barred 
door. But it was rock fast! He had slammed it 
shut when he entered . . it couldn’t be 
opened from this side! His heart missed a beat 
he was suddenly bathed in cold, prickling 
perspiration! He opened his mouth and 
screamed at the men who were now moving 
away from the front of the tent! He MUST at- 
tract their attention . before it was too late 
before he shuddered to think of what 
would happen to him there in the cage with 
the raging Panther! He screamed, tilting his 
head back but the sound which issued 
from his lips was drowned out by a more 
frightening sound . . the panther emitting its 
blood-curdling roar as it prepared to leap! 
Drunkenly he turned, flattening himself 
against the wall . . knowing that his voice 
could not be heard . that this time there 
WAS no escape for him! He saw the panther 
squat before it launched itself . . and even as 
he stared at those fiery eyes, the pain came 
over him like a wave . and he knew . . it 

was the end . the end 


HE WAS TRYING TO KILL ME* HE HATED ME f AND THEN, ONE 
NIGHT, HE ALMOST SUCCEEDED. ..THE NIGHT I RODE A.. . 



4*^Suspen$tory 

r THE VAULT OF 

HORROR! 



It all started the day I decided to run away 

FROM RALPH/ HE WAS GOING TO KILL ME/ I KNEW 
THAT/ I HAD TO GETAWAY/ I PACKED A SMALL BAG 


THE RAILROAD TERMINAL. 
AND PLEASE HURRY/ 


AS THE TAXI SPED DOWNTOWN, I HUDDLED IN THE CORNER 
OF THE SEAT... AFRAID THAT HE MIGHT SEE ME/ RALPH 
HATED ME SO/ I DON'T REMEMBER HOW IT STARTED 
BUT IT HAD DEVELOPED TO A POINT WHERE I FEARED 
FOR MY LIFE/ I REMEMBER ONE DAY, RALPH CAME 
HOME WITH A PACKAGE.. . 



COPYRIGHT, 1980, BY L.L. PUB. CO., INC. 







I PAID THE FARE, AND LOOKED UP 
AND DOWN THE STREET? I DIDN'T SEE 
R ALPH f I RUSHED INTO THE STATION ? 
I. . I'O LI KE A TICKET 'YtHAT'LL \ 
TO... TO... NEW YORK?J BE THIRTY- 
FOUR TEN, 



I STUFFED THE TICKET INTO MY PURSE 
AND LOOKED AROUND ? IF RALPH 
EVER CAUGHT ME DOING THIS. ..I 
DROVE THE THOUGHT FROM MY MIND ? 
NO' I WOULD GET AWAY ? I HAD 
TO? I WOULD BE SAFE THEN ? I 
SAT DOWN ON A BENCH IN A CORNER 
OF THE WAITING ROOM, AND HID 
BEHIND < 



My TRAIN WASN'T DUE FOR TWENTY MINUTES ? SUPPOSE 
RALPH CALLED AT HOME ? THERE WOULD BE NO ANSWER f 
HE WOULD KNOW' I THOUGHTOF THATNIGHT LAST 
MONTH WHEN I AWOKE TO FIND RALPH STANDING OVER 
ME. A KITCHEN KNIFE IN HIS HAND 


. I FOUND THIS KNIFE ON YOUR 
GHT TABLE, GLORIA? YOU. ..SHOULDN'T 




STAMMERED OUT A LAME EXCUSE? HE WAS GOING 
TO MURDER ME AND I HAD DISCOVERED HIM IN TIME ? 
SLEEP THE REST OF THAT NIGHT. .. I JUST 
THERE ... L/STEN/NO . . 




AS THE TRAIN BEGAN TO MOVE, THE MAN SWUNG HIMSELF 
UP INTO THE CAR BEHIND MINE? I WASN'T SURE? IT 
COULD BE RALPH? IT. . . LOOKED LIKE HIM... AND YET. .. 
I WAS FRIGHTENED ? IT WAS TOO LATE TO GET OFF ? 
TH^TRAI N WAS ON ITS WAY . . . 


JUSTMY NERVES? 
ONDER IF THERE'S 


NEED 


DRMK 


CLUB 







I HAD GONE OUT THE WRONG END OF 


Ralph wouldn't look for me here 


IN THE COACHES? HE KNEW I ALWAYS 
TRAVELED PULLMAN? I SAT DOWN? 

I WOULD WAIT TILL IT WAS SAFE AND 
THEN SNEAK BACK TO MY BERTH ? 


THE CLUB CAR ? I WAS IN A COACH... 
NOT A PULLMAN? IF I WANTED TO GET 
BACK TO MY CAR, I WOULD HAVE TO GO 


THROUGH THE CU 


I THOUGHT ABOUT GETTING OFF THE TRAIN AT THE NEXT 


STOP- BUT ALL MY CLOTHES. . .MY MONEY... MY TICKET. . .WERE 
IN THE OTHER CAR ? WHY DID HE WANT TOKILL ME? I REMEM- 
BERED ONE NIGHT, ABOUT THE TIME THAT IT ALL STARTED. 



PERHAPS THAT WAS IT ? THE MONEY? $25,000 IS A LOT OF 
MONEY ? SUDDENLY, MY HEART STOPPED ? I FELT A HANO 
ON MY SHOULDER... 




NO, REALLY? I*VE A 


BETTER 
SHOW ME, 
.MISS.' 


IT MUST HAVE BEEN SOMEONE WHO 
LOOKED LIKE RALPH.' I'LL FE EL ^ 
.BETTER IN THE MORNING.. tl 


^ -■ ALL right; 

THIS IS MY BERTH? MISS? . 
I'LL GET MY TICKET?} — , r-f' 


..A SCREAM?. . .OR WAS IT 
JUST THE TRAIN WHISTLE? 


.6 ASP... NO' NOf 


The CONDUCTOR LOOKED AT ME 
QUIZZICALLY? HE MUST HAVE THOUGHT 
I WAS TRYING TO RIDE FREE? 


AS WE PASSED THROUGH THE CLUB 
CAR AGAIN, I SEARCHED THE 
FACES OF THE PEOPLE? RALPH 
WASN'T THERE? PERHAPS I HAD 
MADE A MISTAKE? THE DRINK? 
MAYBE IT HAD BEEN THE SCOTCH 
AND SODA? f 
^ 


The CONDUCTOR WAS satisfied? my 

BERTH WAS MADE UP, AND SINCE I 
FELTA LITTLE DIZZY FROM THE DRINK, 
I DECIDED TO GET SOME SLEEP? 


...And safer, too? the train, hurtling through 

THE NIGHT, WAS PUTTING MORE AND MORE MILES BETWEEN 
RALPH AND ME? I CLOSED MY EYES? THE TRAIN 
RUMBLED ON... AND ON... AND I FELT M YSELF DRIFT- 
ING INTO SLEEP.. 


SLEEP. 


SUDOENLY I WAS AWAKENED BY AN EAR-SPLITTING, PERC- 
ING SHRIEK? I LOOKED OUT OF MY BERTH ? THE CURTAINS 
ON THE OTHER BERTHS WERE ALL CLOSED... AND THE CAR 
WAS DARK EXCEPT FOR A SMALL LIGHT AT THE REAR? 
WHAT WAS THAT I HAD HEARD? 


A BERTH AT THE FAR END OF THE CAR WAS MARKED 
"PORTER" I MADE MY WAY TOWARD IT? I'D ASK 
HIM IF HE HAD HEARD IT TOO . I PULLED ASIDE 
THE CURTAIN? f . .. 

^ EEEEEEEK.H 


IT WAS GHASTLY ? HE WAS DEAD / COLD AND STIFF? HIS EYES, 
WIDE WITH HORROR... THE BEDCLOTHES SMEARED WITH 
BLOOD? I CLOSED THE CURTAINS. .. 

HELP' ^ 






THIS THIS IS MY CHANCE f. 


IF THEY HAVE A PHONE , I'LL CALL THE POLICE 
^THEY COULD STOP THE TRAIN AT THE NEXT 
El ^ STATION... MM 


IT WAS HORRIBLE f THE OCCUPANT OF THAT BERTH WAS DEAD, 
TOO' ICY FINGERS CLOSED ABOUT MY HEART » A WAVE OF 
NAUSEA SWEPT OVER ME AS I WENT FROM BERTH TO BERTH , 
FLINGING THE CURTAINS BACK f THEY WERE DEAD... ALL DEAD' 
I WAS ON A DEATH TRAIN » RALPH t IT MAS RALPH f HE WAS 

MAD r 


Suddenly, i heard the shriek again... 
AND 1 WAS THROWN TO THE FLOOR f 
THIS TIME IT HAD BEEN THE SHRIEK OF 
BRAKES .THE TRAIN HAD COME TO A 


As I STOOD BEHIND A TREE...WATCH- 
NG, THE TRAIN BEGAN TO MOVE f 
SQUEEKING.. . STRAINING. . . SLOWLY ... IT 
GAINED MOMENTUM f IT WAS PULLING 
AWAY . , AND I HAD ESCAPED f 


I LOOKED AROUND ME f A HOUSE f I SAW A HOUSE ON THE 
TOP OF THE HA.L . ANO THERE WAS A LIGHT ON' I MADE 
MY WAY T MR : . > GRASS TOWARD IT ' 


Near the house, l noticed something strange r 

SOMEONE HAD BEEN DIGGING... A YAWNING BLACK PIT. 
THE SHAPE... OF.. | i R— ' i , ■ 

A OH A VE' 






ME f I PUSHED THE THOUGHT OUT OF MY MIND f WHY 
D*0 I THINK IT WAS A GRAVE ? WHAT WAS SO STRANGE 
ABOUT AN EXCAVATION NEAR A FARM HOUSE ? THEY WERE 
PROBABLY MAKING A WATER TROUGH f I KNOCKED ON THE 
DOOR. 








He was filling in the grave f the 

SOFT EARTH THUDDED ON THE COFFIN 
LIO' THEN. . . ALL WAS QUIET ' X GUESS 
I BROKE DOWN AT THAT POINT. . . 


HE'S TAKING ME OUTSIDE 
TO. TO THAT GRAVE f 


^ HERE SHE IS, 
^GENTLEMEN f 


STOP THAT RACKET, 
LADY.. . AND COME 
QUIETLY* 


NO' KEEP AWAY' TAKE HIM "W SURE, LADY' SURE f 


AWAY FROM ME' HE WANTS 

to KILL me!' 


™ ...AND THAT’S MY STORY' PERHAPS YOU'D ’ 
LIKE TO COME AND. . .VISIT ME SOMETIME AGAIN’ 


Then t felt the coffin being dragged 

ACROSS THE FLOOR' I HEARD THE 
SQUEAK OF THE RUSTY HINGES AS 
RALPH OPENED THE DOOR. . 


I WAS CRAZEO WITH FEAR ' I WAS GOING TO SUFFOCATE .. . 
BURIED ALIVE BY A MADMAN. . . MY HUSBAND... RALPH' I 
POUNDED ON THE COFFIN ' I COULD FEELTHE FLESH OF 
MY FISTS TEAR AS I POUNDED' I LOST ALL CONTROL ' 

I SCREAMED AND BEAT THE SIDES OF THE COFFI N . . . 


i FELT THE JAR AND HEARD THE 
HOLLOW BOOM OF THE COFFIN AS 
RALPH PUSHED ME INTO THE GRAVE 
. . . THEN HIS FIENDISH LAUGHTER . . . 
HIS HY STERICAL RAVING . 

^GOOD-BYE, GLORIA' ' 
.SLEEP PEACEFULLY^ 


I Suddenly there was a bunding light' x sat up 
I WITH A START AND LOOKED AROUND ME . . 

YOU'D BETTER \ 

ET. ’ 


I ... I HAD BEEN DREAMING.' I WAS STILL !NMYBERTH\ 
ON THE TRAIN ' AND RALPH, WITH PITY IN HIS EYES, WAS 
COMFORTING ME . , . STROKING MY HAND ' 


The men in white took me away ' they put me in a 

NICE HOUSE WITH NICE PEOPLE. . . A HOUSE THAT HAS 
BARS ON ALL THE WINDOWS SO RALPH CAN'T GET IN AND 
KILL ME' AND NOW I’M SAFE FROM HIM' 



